she had received as her share or Mrs. Stone s sales for the day. I sped to Waler Street. In the little store I held out my coin saying, " A flag, please." But the little hunch-back proprietor looked at me very sharply over her nose-glasses and told me calmly that it was neither July 4th, nor Election Day. However, upon hearing that mother had sent me she searched until she found a fly-blown box. I chose a flag. At the door was mother waiting for me, and together we fastened my purchase on the wall under the mourning tablet. Mother drew my face to her, smiling down upon me. You see, mother and I had really sewn for that flag of mine.
[54]adle. Tears falling silently T sat sewing all afternoon at mother's side while she ran the new sewing machine she had bought. I helped her to fold the aprons in the customary neat pile packed into Mrs. Stone's pedlar's basket every morning, but [S3]
